346                               LOTH AIR.

be hero in a moment; lie will "be quite grieved not to see

you/

'    But Lothair was inflexible.    ' Perhaps/ she addwl, < we

may see you to-morrow night ? '

4 Never/ said Lothair to himself, as he clenched Inn teeth ;
i my visit to Beirnont was my first and my last The tlream
is over.'

He hurried to a club in which lie had been recently
initiated, and of which the chief purpose is to prove to
mankind that night to a wise man has its resources as well
as gaudy day. Here striplings mature their Blinds in the
mysteries of whist, and stimulate their intelligence by
playing at stakes which would make their seniors look pule;
fcere matches are made, and odds are settled, and the cares
or enterprises of life are soothed or stimulated by fragrant
cheroots or beakers of Badminton. Here, in the society nf
the listless and freakish St. Aldegcmde, and Hugo Bohun,
and Bertram, and other congenial spirits, Lothair consigned
to oblivion the rival churches of Christendom, the Aryan
race, and the genius of SemitLsm.

It was an hour past dawn when he strolled home. Lon-
don is often beautiful in summer at that hour, the architec-
tural lines clear and defined in the smokeless atmosphere,
and ever and anon a fragrant gale from gardened balconies
wafted in the blue air. Nothing is stirring except wagons
of strawberries and asparagus, and no one visible except a
policeman or a Member of Parliament returning from <i
late division, where they have settled some great question
that need never have been asked. Eve bus its spell of
calmness and consolation," but Dawn brings hope and joy.

But not to Lothair. Young, sanguine, and ttusceptibltv
ho had, for a moment, yielded to the excitement of the
recent scene, but with his se-nses stilled by the morning air,,
and free from the influence of Bertram's ready sympathy
and Hugo Bohun's gay cojaaments on human life, aud al)